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SYNOPSIS.

Davtd Ankw, starting for a tuok-shoe- t-

tnt visit with hi frtead. Uualn. cota
on a young lady equestrian who hH been
dlemounted by her hora baoon-ln- a fright
enea1 at tha sudden appearanoe In the road
ef a burly Hindu. He declares ha la
Beharl Lai Chatterll, "tha appointed
mouthpiece of tha II ill addresses Ambar
aa a man of high rank and pressing a

little bronM bax. "ThaKTSterieus his Uand. disappears In tha
woad Tha girl calls Amber by name
IT In turn aanYeeeee bar M Mlaa Sophie
Fajrell, tauehter ef Cal. Farrell of tha
BrlUati diplomatic service In India and
vialtlna; tha guaina. Several nights later
the Cjualn home la burglar-lai- and the

ronae bax stolen. Amber and Quain go
hunting an an laland and become lest and
Amber Is left marooned. He wanders
about. Anally reaches a cabin and rec-
ognises as Its oecupant an old friend

anted Rutton, wham he laat met In Bng-ind- .

Í and who appears to be In hiding
hen Miss TFarrellls mentioned Rutton Is

ptrangely agitated. ChatterJI appears
nd aummona Ruttoa ta a meeting of a

anyatarloua body. Rutton salsas a revol-
ver and dashes after ChatterJI. He re-
turns wildly excited, says ha haa killed
the Hindu, takea polaon, and when dying

ska Amber to go to India on a mysteri-
ous errand. Amber derldee to leave at
once for India. On the way h sendr a
letter to Mr. Iabertouche, a scientific
friend In Calcutta, by a qnleker routs,
t'pon arriving he finds a note awaiting
him. It directs Amber to meat his friend
at a certain place. The latter telle him
he knows his mission la to gat Mlaa Fax-Mi- l

out of tha country.

CHAPTER IX. (Continued).

A Amber left the room Labertouche
extinguished the lamp, abut and
locked the door, and followed, catch-
ing Amber by the arm and guiding
him through pitch darkneaa to the
bead of the atalra. "Don't talk." he
whispered; "tmat me." They de-

scended an Interminable flight of
tape, passed down a long, echoing

corridor, and again descended. Prom
the foot of the second flight Laber-
touche shunted Amber round through
what seemed a veritable maze of pas-
sages in which, however, he was evi-

dently at home. At length: "Now
go ahead!" was breathed in Amber's
ear and at the same time his arm
Was released.

He obeyed blindly, stumbling down
a reeking corridor, and In a minute
more, to his unutterable relief, was
In the open air of the bazar.

Blinking with the abrupt transition
from absolute night to garish light,
he skulked in the shadow of the
doorway, wailing. Beneath his gaze
Calcutta paraded its congress of peo-

ples a comprehensive collection of
specimens of every tribe In Hindustan
and of nearly every other race in the
world besides.

Like a fat, tawdry moth in his gar-

ments of soiled pink, a babu loitered
.past, with never a sidelong glance
for the loaferlsh figure in the shad-

owed doorway; and the latter seemed
himself absorbed In the family of Eu-

rasians who were shrilly squabbling
with the keeper of vegetable stall

But presently he wearied of
their noise, yawned, thrust both hands
deep in his pockets and stumbled
Sway. The bazar accepted him as a
brother, unquestioning, and he picked
bis way through It with an eaae that
argued nothing but absolute familiar
ity with his surroundings. But always
you may be sure, he had the gleam of
gilnk satin in the corner of his eye.

In time broad Machua bazar street
received them Pink Satin and the
bmilorman out for a night of it. And
bow Pint Satin began to stroll more
Sedately, manifesting a livelier inter-oa- t

in the sights of the wayside. Am-

ber's Impatience for he guessed that
they neared the goldsmith's stall in-

creased prodigiously.
Without warning, Pink Satin pulled

up, extracted from the recesses of his
costume a long, black and vindictive-lookin-g

native cigar, and lighted It,

thoughtfully exhaling the smoke
through his nose while he stared cov-

etously at the display of a slipper-xncrchan- t

whose stand was over
across from the stall of a goldsmith.

With true oriental deliberation Pink
Satin Anally made up his mind to
nove on; and Amber lurched heavily

Into the premises occupied by one
Emola Baksb, a goldsmith.

A customer, a slim, handsome Ma-

layan youth, for the moment held the
attention of the proprietor. The two
were haggling with characteristic en-

joyment over a transaction which
eemed to Involve less than twenty

rupee. Amber waited, knowing that
patience must be his portion until the
bargain should be struck. Dhola
Baksh himself, a lean, sharp-feature- d

Mahratta gray with see, appralaed
with a single look the new customer,
end returned his interest to the Ma-

lay But Amber garnered from that
glance a sensation of recognition. He
wondered dimly, why; could the gold

mltb have been warned of his com
Ing?

Two or three more putative custom-
ers Idled Into the shop. Beyond its
threshold the stream of astlve life
rolled on, ceaselessly fluent : a pageant

f the middle ages had been no more
fantastic and unreal to weatern eyes.
Now and again a wayfarer paused, his
Interest attracted by the goldsmith's
rush of business

Unexpectedly the proprietor made
a substantial concession. Money
passed upon the instant, sealing the
bargain The Malay rose to go.
Dhola Baksb lifted a stony stare to
Amber.

"Tour pleasure, sahib?" he Inquired,
with a thinly veiled sneer What need
to show deference to a down-at-the- -

J
heel sailor frost the port?

"1 want moaey I want to borrow,"
said Amber promptly.

"On your word, sahib?"
"On security."
"What manner of security can you

eflerT"
"A ring as emerald ring."
Dhola Baksh shrugged. His eyes

shifted from Amber to the encircling
fares of the bystanders. "I am a poor
ass," he whined. "How should I have

mosey to lend? Come to me on the
morrow; then mayhap I may have a
few rupees. Tonight I have neither
cash nor time."

The hint was lost upon Amber. "A
stone of price " he persisted.

With a disturbed and apprehensive
look, the money lender rose. "Come,
then," he grumbled, "if you must "

A voice cried out behind Amber
"Heh!" more a squeal than a cry.
Intuitively, as at a signal of danger,
he leaped aside. Simultaneously
something like a beam ef light sped
past his head. The goldsmith uttered
one dreadful, choking scream, and
went to his knees. For as many an
three seconds he swayed back and
forth, his features terribly contorted,
his thin old hands plucking at the
handle of a broadbluded dagger which
had transfixed his throat. Then he
tumbled forward on his face, kicking.

There followed a single Instant of
suspense and horror, then a mad rush
of feet as the street stampeded Into
the shop. Voices clamored to the
skies. Somehow the lights went out.

Amber started to light his way out.
Aa he struggled on, making little
headway through the presa, a hand
grasped his arm and drew him an-

other way.
"Make haste, hazoor!" cried the

owner of the hand. In Hindustani.
"Make haste, lest they seek to fasten
this crime upon your head."

CHAPTER X.

Maharana of Khandawar.
Both band and voice might well

have been Labertouche's; Amber be-

lieved they were. And the darkness
rendered visual Identification Impossi-
ble. No shadow of doubt troubled
him as be yielded to the nrgent hand.
and permitted himself to be dragged,
more than led, through the reeking,
milling mob, whose numbers seemed
each Instant augmented. He had
thought, dully, to find It a difficult
matter to worm through and escape,
but somehow his guide seemed to
have little trouble.

Ever since that knife had flown
past his cheek, bis instinct of

had been dominated by a
serene confidence that Pink Satin was
at hand to steer him In safety away
from the brawl. He thanked his stars
for Labertouche for the hand that
clasped his arm and the voice that
spoke guardedly In his ear.

And then, by the light of the street,
he discovered that his gratitude had
been premature and misplaced. Hit
guide had fallen a pace behind and
was shouldering him along with al-

most frantic energy; but a glance
aside showed Airber, in Labert ouches
stead, a chunky little Ourkba in the
fatigue uniform of his regiment of the
British army of India. Pink Satin
was nowhere in sight, and it was im-

mediately apparent that an attempt
to find him among the teeming hun-

dreds before the goldsmith's stall
would be as futile as fooliah if not
fatal. Yet Amber's impulse was to
wait, and he faltered something
which seemed to exasperate the
gurkha, who fairly' danced with ex-

citement and impatience.
"Hasten, hazoor!" he cried. "Is this

a time to loiter? Hasten ere they
charge you with this spilling of blood.
The gods lend wings to our feet this
night!"

"But who are you?" demanded Am-

ber.
"What matter is that? It It not

enough that I am here and well
toward you, that I risk my skin

to save youra?" He cannoned auddon-l-

against Amber, shunting him un-

ceremoniously out of the bazar road
and into a narrow black alley.

Simultaneously Amber heard a cry
go up, shrill above the clamor of the
mob, screaming that a white sailor
had knifed the goldsmith. And be
turned pale beneath his tan.

"You hear, hatoor? They are nam-
ing you te the pollce-wallab- Come!"

"You're right." Amber fell Into s
long, free stride that threatened quick-
ly to distance the gurkha'a tbort,
sturdy legt. "Yet why do you take
this trouble for me?"

"Why ask?" panted the gurkha.
"Did I not stand behind you and tee
that you did not throw the knife? Am
I a deg to stand by and tee an Inno-
cent man yoked to a crime?" He
laughed thortly. "Am I a fool to for-
get how great it the generality of
klngt? Tblt way, hazoor!"

"Why ceil me king?" Amber
hurdled a heap of offal und picked up
bis pace again. "Yet you will And me
generous, though but a sahib."

"The sahibs are very generous."
Again the gurkha laughed briefly and
unpleasantly. "But this Is no time for
words. Save your breath, for now we
must run."

He broke Isle s sprlsgy lope, bit
chin up, elbowt In and cbett distend-ed- ,

bit quick small feet alopplng ro

gardleasly through the visions mud of Í
the unpaired byway.

By now the volee ef the chase had
subsided to a dull sad distant mut-
tering far behind them, and the way
was clear. Beyond Its age-old- , inerad-
icable atmosphere of secret Infamy
there was nothing threatening la the
aspect of the neighborhood. And the
gurkha pulled up, breathing like a
wind-broke- horse.

"Easily, hazoor!" he gasped. "There
It time for rest."

Willingly Amber dropped lato a
wavering stride, so nearly exhausted
that his legs shook under htm, and
he reeled druakenly; and, fighting for
breath, they stumbled on, side by side,
In the shadow of the overhanging
walls, until as they neared a corner
the gurkha halted Amber with an Im-

perative gesture.
"The police, sahib, the pollee!" bs

breathed, with an expressive sweep
of his hand toward the creas street.
"Iet us wait here till they pass " Aad
In evident psnlc he crowded Amber
inte the deep and gloomy recess af-

forded by a door overhung by a bal-
cony.

Taken off bis guard, but with grow-
ing doubt. Amber was on the point ef
remonstrating. Why should the police
concern themselves with peaceful
wayfarers? They ooald not yet have
heard of the crime la the Bazar, miles
distant. But as he opened bis Hps
he heard the latch cliok behind him.
and before he could lift a finger the
gurkha had flung himself bodily upon
him, fairly lifting the American across
the theahold.

.They went down together, the
gurkha on top. And the door crashed
to with a rattle of bolts, leaving Am-

ber on hit back, in total darkness, be-

trayed, lost, and alone with his ene-
mies. . . .

Amber wont temporarily mad with
rage. He was no stranger to fear
no man with an Imagination is; but
for the time being he was utterly fool-

hardy. He forgot his exhaustion, for-

got the hopelessness of his plight, for-

got everything save his Insatiable
thirst for vengeance. He was, in our
homely Idiom, fighting mad.

One instant overpowered by and
supine beneath the gurkha, the next
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Comprehensive Collection of

be bad flung the man off and bounded
to his feet. There was the automatic
platol in his coat pocket, but, he, con-

scious that many-hand- were reaching
out in the darkness to drag him down
again, found no time to draw It. He
seemed to feel the presence of the
ueareet antagonist, whom he could by
no meant see; for be struck out with
both bare, clenched fists, one after
the other, with hla weight behind
each, and both blows landed. The
room rang with the sounds of the
struggle, the shuffle, thud, and scrape
of feet both booted and bare, t'fs
hoarse, harsh breathing of the com-

batants, their groins, their whispers,
their low, tense cries.

And abruptly It was over. He waa
borne down by theer weight of num-

ber!. Though he fought with the
Insanity of deapair they were too
many for him. He went a second
lime to the floor, beneath a doten half
nude bodies. Below him lay another,
with an arm encircling his throat, the
elbow beneath his chin compressing
bis windpipe. Pewerlett to move
hand or foot, he gave up . . and
wondered dolly why it waa that s
knife had not been slipped between
bit ribs between the fifth and sixth

or in bit back, beneath the left
aboulder blade, and why bit gullet re-

mained uailtt.
Gradually it waa forced upon htm

that hit captors meant htm no bodily
barm, fot the preaent at leaat. Hla
wrath subsided and gave place to cu-

riosity while he rested, regsining his
wind, and the natives squirmed away
from him, leaving one man kneeling
Upon hit chest and four others each
pinioning a limb.

There followed a wait, while tome
several persons Indulged In a whisper-
ed confabulation at a dlatance from
him too great for their words to be
articulate Then came a croaking

laugh out of the darkness and words
Intended for his ear.

"By Malang 8hah! but my lord doth
fight like a Rajput!"

Amber caught his breath and ex-

ploded. "Half a chance, you damned
thugs, and I'll show you how an Amer-lea- n

can light!"
But he had spokea In English, and

his hearers gathered the import of his
words only from his tone, apparently.
He who had addressed him laughed
arilauslvely.

"It was a gallant light," he com-

mented "hut like all good things hath
had its end. My lord Is overcome. Is
ray lord still minded tor battle or for
pence? Dare I, hit servant, give or
djers for his release, or "

Here Amber Interrupted; stung by
the bitter irony, he told the speaker
In fluent Idiomatic Hindustani precise-
ly what he might expect If his "lord"
ever get the shadow of a cbaace to
lay hands upen him.

The grim cackling laugh followed
hla words, a mocking echo, and was
hit only answer. But for all his e,

he preeently heard orders Is-

sued to tike him up and bear him te
another chamber.

i Unexpectedly he was let down upon
the floor and released. Bare feet scur-
ried nwty in the darkness and a door
oleeed with a resounding bang. He
was alone, for all he could say to the
Contrary alone and uahsrmed. He
was more: he was astonished; he had
Sot been disarmed.

A flood of lamplight leaped through
tome opening behind him and thowed
him Ills shadow, long and gigunt c

apon the floor of earth and a wall of
one He wheeled about, alert as a
it; and the sight of his pistol hung

iteady betweea the eyes of one who
ood at ease, with folded arms, In

n open doorway. Over his shoulder
as visible the bare brown poll of aa
ttendant whose lank brown arm held

aloft the lamp.
One does net sheet down In cold

blood a man who makea no aggressive
move, and he who stood In the door-
way endured impassively the mute
threat of the pistol. Above its sight
hit eyes met Amber's with a level and
unwavering glance, shining out ef a

Specimens of Every Tribe.

dark, set face cast in a mold of in-

solence and pride. A bushy black
beard was parted at his chin and
brushed stiffly back. Hctween his thin
hard Hps, parted In a shadowy smile,
his teeth gleamed white. Standing a
head taller than Amber and very
gracefully erect lu clothing of a semi
military cut and of regal magnificence,
every Inch of his pote bespoke power,
position, and the habit of authority.

At once Impressed and Irritated by

Us i titude. Amber lowered his
weapon "Well?" he demanded queru-
lously. "What do ou want? What's
your part In this Infamous outrage?"

On the other's face the faint smile
became more definite He nodded non-

chalantly at Amber's pistol. "My
lord Intends to shoot?" he enquired
in English, his tone courteous and
tuave.

lint's as may be," retorted Am-

ber defiantly. "I'm going to have n

for thlt outrage if 1 die get-
ting it. You may count on that, first
aad laat."

The man lifted his eyebrows and
bit shoulders In deprecation; then
turned to hla attendant "Put down
the light and leave us," he laid curtly
In Hindustani

Bowing oeequloutly, the tervant en-

tered and departed, leaving the lamp
upon a wooden ahelf braced against
ene side of the , slone.
walled dungeon. Aa he went out he
eloeed the door, and Amber noted that
it was a heavy sheet of Iron or steel,
very substantial. Hla face darkened.

"I pretume you know what that
meant," he aald, with a significant
jerk of hit head toward the door. "It'll
never be shut on me alone. We'll
leave together, you and I, if we both
go out feet first " He lifted the pistol
and took the measure of the man, not
In any spirit of bravado, but with eb- -

r

solute eincerlty. "I trutt I make my
meenlng plain?"

"Mort clear, hatoor." The other
showed tla teeth In an appreciative
amlle. And yet" with an expressive
outward movement of both hands
"what Is the need of all this?"

"What!" Amber choked with re-

sentment. "What wat the need of lett-
ing your things upon me of kidnap-
ing me?"

"That, my lord, was an error of
Judgment en the part of one who shall
pay for it full measure. 1 trutt you
were not rudely treated."

"I'd like to know what In blates
yon call it,' snapped Amber. I'm
dogged by your spies heaven knows
why! lured to thit place, butted

Every Inch of His Pose Bespoke
Power, Position snd Habit of Au-

thority.

bodily Into the arms of a gang of ruf-
fians to be manhandled, and finally
locked up In a dark cell. I don't sup-
pose you've got the nerve to call that
courteous treatment."

He had an advantage, and knowing
it. was pushing it to the limit; for all
his nonchalance the black man waa
not uncontrlout of the pistol his eye
never forgot It. And Amber's eyes
left his not an Instant. Despite that
the fellow's next move was a distinct
surprise.

Suddenly and with superb grace, hs
stepped forward and dropped to one
knee at Amber's feet, bowing hit
head and offering the hilt of bit sword
to the American.

"My lord," he said swiftly In Hin-
dustani, "if 1 have misjudged thee.
If I have earned thy displeasure, upon
my head be It. See, I give my life Into
thy hands; but a little quiver of thy
forefinger and I am as dust. . . .

An 111 report of thee was brought to
me. and I did err In crediting It. It
Is true that I set this trap for thee;
but see, my lord! though 1 did ao, It
was with no evil Intent. I thought
but to make sure of thee and bid thee
welcome, us a faithful stewurd should,
to thy motherland. . . Maha lino
Rana. Har Dyal Rutton Bahadur,
heaven-born- , king of kings, chosen
of the Voice, cherished of the Eye,
beloved of the Heart, bone of the bone
tnd flesh of the flesh of the llody,
guardian of the Qateway of Swords!
. . . I, thy servan!, Sallg Singh,
bid thee welcome to Uharuta!"

Sonorous and not unpleaslng, hit
voice trembled with Intense and un-

questionable earnestness: and when
it ceased he remained motionless in
his attitude of humility. Amber,
hardly able to credit his bearing,
stared down at the man stupidly, hit
bead awhlrl with curiously commin-
gled sensations of amazement and en-

lightenment. Presently he laughed
shortly.

"Get up," he said: "get up and
stand over there by the wall and don't
be a silly ass."

"Hazoor!" There was reproach In
Sallg Singh's accents; but he obeyed,
rising and retreating to the further
wall there to hold himself at attention.

"Now see here," began Amber, de-

signedly continuing hla half of the
conversation in English far too much
misunderstanding had already been
brought about by his too-read- fa
miliarity with I'rdu. He paused a lit-

tle to collect bis thoughts, then re-

sumed: "Now see here, you're Sallg
Singh, maharana of Khandawar?"
This much he recalled from his con-

versation with Labertouche a couple
of hours gone.

"Hazoor, why dost thou need ask?
Thou duet know." The Rajput, on his
part, steadfastly refused to return
to English.

"But you are, aren't you?"
"By thy favor. It la even ao."
"And you think I'm Rutton Har

Dyal Rutton, aa you call him, the for.
trier maharana who abdicated In your
favor?"

The Rajput shrugged expressively,
an angry light in his dark, bold eyea.
"It pleases my lord to Jest," he com-
plained; "but am I a child, to be
played with?"

"I'm not Joking. Sallg Singh, and
this business is no Joke at all. What
I'm trying to drive Into your head It
the fact that you've made the mistake
of your life. I'm not Rutton and I'm
nothing like Rutton; I am an Ameri-
can clttten and "

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Threw Cream Away.
She was a city bride, who had never

before taken a band In housekeeping
and knew but little about things in
the kitchen. A few mornings ago she
got after the milkman.

"What's tbt matter with your milk?'
the said, with great vehemence.

"I don't know," he replied. "What
do you find wrong with It?"

"Well," she tald, "every morning
It la covered with a natty yellow
tcum."

"And what do you do with the
cum?"

"Why, I skim It off, of courts, and
throw It In tbt garbage can." Farm-
ers' Oulde.
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CARING FOR TURBERCULOSIS

Thirty-Nin- e State and 114 Local Sana-
toria Provided, but These Are

Only a Beginning.

In spite of the fact that state tana-tori- a

and hospitals for tuberculous
have been established In 31 states, and
114 municipal or county hospitals in
26 states, vastly more public provision
la needed to stamp out consumption,
sayt the National Association for the
Study and Prevention of Tuberculosis.
Nearly every state east of the Missis-
sippi river bat provided a state sana-
torium, and wett of the Mlsslttlpppi
river, state tanatorla have been es-

tablished in Minnesota, Iowa, Missouri,
Arkansas, Texas, Kansas, Nebraska,
North Dakota, South Dakota, Montana
snd Oregon. There are 38 sanatoria
provided by these states. Massachu-
setts having four, Connecticut and
Pennsylvania three and Texas two. In-

cluding special pavilions and alms-
houses, there are 114 municipal or
county hospitals for the care of tuber-
culosis patients.

Apart from these Institutions, how-
ever, and a few special pavilions at
prisons, hospitals for the insane, and
some other public Institutions, a grand
total of hardly 200. the Institutional
care of the consumptive Is left to prlv-vat-e

philanthropy.

HE KNOWS THEY ARE NOT.

Mrs. Uenham The paper tells about
s man who stole a head of lettuce and
then went back and got another, be-

ing arretted on the second trip.
Benham I'll bet you can't make that

te'.low believe that two heads are bet-
tor than one.

Just So.
"Why do tbey call a bell boy In s

hotel 'Buttons?' "

"Because he's alway off when yos
need blm most, I guess."

WRONG 80RT
Perhaps Plain Old Meat, Potatoes ana)

Bread May Be Against You
for a Time.

A change to the right kind of food
can lift one from a tick bed. A lady
In 111., taya:

"Laat tprlng I became bed-fat- t with
severe stomach troubles accompanied
by tick headache. I got worae and
worae until I became ao low 1 could
scarcely retain any food at all, al-
though I tried about every kind.

"I had become completely discour-
aged, and given up all hope, and
thought 1 was doomed to starve to
death, until one day my husband, try-
ing to find something I could retain,
brought home some Qrape-Nuta- .

"To my surprise the food agreed
with me, digested perfectly and with
out distress. I began to gain strength
st ones. My flesh (which had been
flabby), grew firmer, my health Im-

proved In every way and every day,
snd In s very few weeks I gained ID
pounds In weight.

"I liked Grape-Nut- s so well that for
four months I ate no other food, and
always felt at well satisfied after eat
lng as if I had sat down to a fine ban-
quet.

"I had no return of the miserable
sick stomach nor of the headaches,
that I used to have when I ate other
food. I am now a wall woman, doing
all my own work again, and feel that
life is worth living.

"Qrape-Nut-a food haa been s God-
send to my family; It surely saved my
life; and my two little boys bars
thriven on it wonderfully." Name
given by Postnm Co., Bsttle Creek,
Mloh.

Resd the little book. "The Road to
Wellvllle," In pkgt. "There's a reason."

ver raws the above letter t A new
aaa appears fresa Usas te liase. They
re eanlae, rara, aad full et basaeus

latees.


